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The ladies were all much piqued at the beauty and the elegant dress of Mademoiselle Bonaparte, the wife of General Leelere. They whispered to one another, but loud enough to be heard by Paillette, that such an impudent display of extravagance was exceedingly unbecoming in a woman who had been almost starved only three years before. But these expressions of female envy were speedily drowned by the admiration of the other sex.
The beauty of Madame de Contades was entirely eclipsed, and soon after Madame Leelere's entrance she found herself abandoned by her circle of admirers; or if any of them approached her, it was only to make some provoking remark complimentary to the charms of Paul-ett.c. u (..live me your arm/'* said she to a gentleman near her, and the next moment the Diana-like figure of Madame de Contades was seen moving across the drawing-room and advancing toward Madame Leelere.
The latter had withdrawn to my mother's boudoir, because, she said, the heat of the drawing-room and the motion of the dancers made her ill; though, I believe, the true reason was that a long sofa in the boudoir afforded her the opportunity of displaying her graceful figure and attitudes to the best advantage. This ma-nuruver, however, proved unlucky for her.
The room was small and brilliantly lighted; and as Madame Leclere reclined upon the sofa a stream of light descended full upon her head, Madame de Contades looked at her attentively; and instead of making any of the ill-natured observations which had fallen from the other ladies, she first admired the dress, then the figure, then the fuee. Returning a second time to the coiffure, she expatiated on its taste and elegance; then suddenly turning to the gentleman on whose arm she was leaning, she exclaimed, 4< Ah? nwn Dieut m#n Dim! how unfortunate that such u pretty woman should be deformed! Did you never observe it? What a pity it is!*
Had these exclamations been uttered in the drawing-room it in probable that the sound of the music and the dancing would have drowned Madame de Contades*s voice, though tthe generally spoke in a pretty loud tone; as it waif every word resounded through the little boudoir, and the searlet which suffused the face of Madame Leelere was much too deep to improve her beauty.at he did sot know how to npcll Junot'f
